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thing better weighed and more deliberative than an autumn reverie.
Now and then I paused as I sauntered slow over the fading heather. My little humble friend squat on her haunches, looking wistfully up, eager to resume her endless hunt after she knows not what, just like the chartered metaphysician. So to my home in the falling daylight.d large wisdom of the world, yet it was Bacon who penned that deep appeal from thought : to feeling, "The nobler a soul is, the more objects of compassiou it hath."   This of the great Elizabethan was one prevailing note in our Victorian age.   The splendid expansion and enrichment of Toleration and all the ideas and modes that belong to Toleration was another.   In my various parleying with the Catholic clergy in Ireland, I was sometimes asked in reproachful jest what my friend Voltaire would have said.   As if Voltaire's genius did not include more than one man's share of common sense,  and as if  common  sense did not find a Liberalist advance, for instance, in the principle of a free church in a free state!
